OHAPTEB XXIV

IT was about ten o'clock at night. Lankest-er, who had
arrived from London an hour before, had said good-night
to Lady Lucy and Sir James, and had slipped into
Marsham's room. Marsham had barred his door that
evening against both his mother and Sir James. But
Lankester was not excluded,

Off and on and in the intervals of Ms parliamentary
work, he had been staying at Tallyn for some days. A
letter from Lady Lucy in reply to an inquiry had brought
him down. Oliver had received him with lew words;
indeed with an evident distaste for words; but at the end
of the first day's visit had asked him abruptly! peremp-
torily even, to come again.

When he entered Marsham's room he fennel the
invalid asleep under the influence of morphia. The valet,
a young fellow, was noiselessly putting things straight.
Lankester noticed that he looked pale.

* A bad time ? ' he said in a whisper, standing beside
the carefully regulated spinal couch on which Marsham
was sleeping.

1 Awful, sir. He was fair beside himself till we gave
him the morphia/

* Is there anybody sitting up ? r

* No.   Hell be quiet now lor six or seven hours.   I
stall be in the next room/

The young man spoke wearily.    It was clear that the